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A DEAD SINGER 

So then is ended the last song of all 
And sweetest last, for there is no recall. 

For he, whose voice was instant at the gate 
Of Paradise, blessed importunate, 

Is entered in henceforward he shall sing 
That song to whioh his own, foreshadowing, 

On earth was ever nearest. Now remain 
Only the vibrant echoes for onr pain, 

Athwart oar soundless night a starry wake. 

Bat he, most happy, as a child may break 
In mid-play from his fellows even to creep 
Into a mother’s arms, did fall asleep. 

Nor knew the reason why. For evermore 
Safe come at last unto his native shore 
Whereto no sigh may follow nor one tear, 

It shall be his to hear, 

In slumbrous lapse of cadent harmony 
On beaches everlasting, that far sea. 

J. H. F. McEwen. 
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